No man should know the least of his intent,
Nor whence he came, nor whither that he went;

But to Bologna, to his sister dear

^\lio then was of Panago the countess,

He should take it, and tell of matters here,

Asking of her she do her busyness

This child to foster in all nobleness;

And whose the child was, that he bade her hide

From everyone, for aught that might betide.

The sergeant goes and has fulfilled this thing;

But to this marquis now return must we;

For soon he went to see her, wondering

If by his wife's demeanour he might see,

Or by her conversation learn that she

Were changed in aught; but her he could not find

Other than ever serious and kind.

As glad, as humble, as busy in service,
And even in love, as she was wont to be,
Was she to him at all times in each wise;
And of her daughter not a word spoke she.
No strange nor odd look of adversity
Was seen in her, and her dear daughter's name
She never named in earnest nor in game.

Explicit tercia pars.
Sequitur pars quarta*

In this way over them there passed four years

Ere she with child was; but as High God would,

A boy-child then she bore, as it appears,

By Walter, fair and pleasing to behold.

And when folk this word to the father told,

Not only he but all the people raised

Their joyous hymns to God and His grace praised

When he was two years old and from the breast
Weaned by his nurse, it chanced upon a day
This marquis had another wish to test
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